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Past rows of box and tangled vine, 

They stand against a gray stone wall, 
Across the garden in one long line, 

An o:d-time hedge of lilacs tall. 
Trim, slender shafts of fairest green, 

That to the sun-kissed air out fling 
The purple blooms atop their sheen— 

Those radiant harbingers of spring| 
Like soldiers, bold and unafraid, 

They flaunt their banners to the sky. 
Erect they march in stately tread, 

With gallant hearts and heads held high. 
May each year find us undismayed; 

Like lilacs in gay cavalcade. 


HELEN 


LINEWEAVER 


Hail! Our worthy class 
president. Helen has brought 
us safely through the trials 
and hopes of Juniors to the 
joys and dignities of Seniors. 
Dignity? Well, we'll leave 
that to you. When Helen 
strolls nonchalantly into the 
Study Hall at ten-thirty (or 
another time more conven- 
ient) and strolls out just as 
unconcerned, we _ wonder; 
but Helen has a way with 
people that is to be envied. 
Being for two years our 
class president, and Glee 
Club treasurer for 1924-25, 
and having served on the 
Tay Staff as advertising 
manager, she has proven her 
ability for accomplishing 
things. Helen’s school spirit 
is of the greatest. No team 
has ever lacked her willing 
support at any game, and, 
all in all, Helen adds pep to 
any party of which she is a 
member. 

The High School will not 
soon forget Helen nor will 
any member of our class. 
Always the same toward 
everyone—jolly and full of 
ready wit, she can preside at 
a formal class function or 
act the comedian in any 
play. Mrs. Stanley predicts 
for Helen the distinction of 
being the first woman presi- 
dent. Maybe we can have 
our reunion of the class of 


26 in the White House. 


JONES SHOWALTER 


Now Jones is always 
thought of in connection 
with two things—the Chemi- 
cal laboratory and Winches- 
ter. There are a great num- 
ber of things that could be 
said of Jones, who has al- 
ways displayed a great deal 
of school spirit. He has held 
several class offices during 
his high school career, vice- 
president of the Senior class 
being one. He is the ever 
diligent and able laboratory 
assistant. 

Jones represented THE 
Taj at the convention at 
Washington. and Lee and 
must have hada very good 
time, for when he returned 
he said that “everyone was 
mighty nice—not only the 
boys, but—” we'll leave the 
rest to you. However, we 
think that their bewitching 
ways were really wasted, for 
everyone knows that Jones 
ieft his heart in Winchester 
some time ago. 


PAREPA SMITH 


Parepa. hails trom Java, 
Virginia, but she has been 
with us all four years and 
has been one of our best and 
jolliest classmates. 

She of the 
popular girls in the High 
School, for it seems that no 
one can resist her winning 
ways and her fascinating 
smiles. (Even though she 
does bestow almost all of 
them in the same direction. ) 

Her ability is shown by 
the fact that she has held of- 
fices varying from Treas- 
urer of the Glee Club of 
’25 and Secretary-Treasurer 
of the Senior Class, to As- 
sistant Editor of THe Tay 
in 725 and Editor-in-Chief in 
bz: 

Parepa expects to go to S. 
T. C. next year and we hope 
she will make as enviable a 
place for herself there as 
she has done here. 

So here’s to you, Parepa, 
we wish you the best o’ 
luck. 


is one mosv 


MARGIE NEFF 


“Deep brown eyes o’errun 


with laughter.” .Is she 
bright? Well, I say she is, 
and she’s a good student too. 
Isn’t she our Class Saluta- 
Yes, 


good sport along with it all, 


torian ? and she’s a 
for she’s always ready for a 
good time without neglect- 
ing her studies. And did we 
say something about brown 
We surely did, for 
fixed 


eyes? 
Margie has ‘em all 
there. 

We hear that she is taking 
quite an interest in home 
economics this year. We're 
glad to know it, for some- 
one has said, “Woman's 
place is in the home.” Per- 
haps Margie doesn’t agree 


with this, but who knows? 


FRANCIS WAYLAND 


Intellectual—that describes 
Francis, the Valedictorian of 
his class, the most studious 
and the most dignified Sen- 
ior. We have never known 
him to fail to answer a 
question in any class; in 
fact, the teacher sometimes 
has to stop his flow of elo- 
quence to give someone else 
a chance. He was voted the 
least in love, but he is more 
consistently in love than 
most of our dapper shieks— 
he is in love with knowl- 
edge. In his own quiet way 
he has more school spirit 
than any other individual in 
school. He is always present 
at any school function. In 
1925 he won the medal given 
annually by the Daughters 
of the Confederacy for the 
best essay on some assigned 
subject. It is my humble be- 
lief that Francis will not 
only write text books on 
history, but will blaze new 
trails in the land of histori- 
cal research. 


IRENE GARRISON 


Who is that red-haired 
preacher's daughter? One 
who asks this question 


doesn’t have to wait long to 
find. the answer—Sis, the 
“best all around,” is every- 
body’s friend and the more 
we know her the more we 
like her. Sis is noted for 
pulling A’s, and if one will 
read the Senior class rating 
he will find her name near 
the top. In Sis, we find the 
combination of the athlete, 
sport, and excellent scholar. 
As guard on the varsity 
basketball team Sis starred 
in the games, and the ’27 
team will have lost a valu- 
able member. Sis is a genu- 
ine girl, with a combina- 
tion of qualities rarely found 
in any one person. She has 
served as Secretary of the 
Glee Club this winter and 
everyone knows that what- 
ever Sis has to do will be 
done well. 


FLORA MOORE 


“A nature, gentle and re- 
fined.” This quotation can 
surely be applied to Flora. 
She is one of the quietest 
girls in our class, and yet, 
she can make a lot of noise 
at times. Flora is gentle and 
kind, and when you ask her 
to do something for you, she 
never refuses. She’s a good 
pal, too, for she is one of 
the lucky numbers, who en- 
joys “Ghay’s Ford.” In all 
her good times she never 
neglects her studies, for she 
is some dav going to be a 
We wish 


her lots of luck in the pro- 


“tip-top” typist. 


fession which she has chosen 
and hope that some day one 
of her “bosses” will promote 


her to the position of “Mrs.” 


BRED KOONTZ 


Fred is one of the most 
popular boys in the H. H. S. 
He was manager of the 
football team this year and 
it was partly due to his 
capability that the team was 
so successful. Besides go- 
ing out for athletics, Fred 
ranks high in his classes. He 
is witty, humorous, and al- 
ways out for a good time. 
With his red hair, blue eyes 
and contagious grin, he sure 
is a heart breaker, as some 
of our Seniors can testify. 
But Fred goes his own 
sweet way, and we wonder 
why he is so often seen 
journeying out to the South- 
ern End of town. We don’t 
know where Fred is going 
next year, but we know that 
wherever he goes he will be 
just as good a sport and 
worker as he has been in the 


Beh de AS). 


So VEVLA MYERS 


Tell you about Sylvia—-- 
well, which Sylvia shall we 
tell you about first? For 
there’s Sylvia, the Flirt; 
Sylvia, the Basketball Star; 
Sylvia, the Poet; Sylvia, the 
“Sentimentalists,” and last, 


but not least, Sylvia, the 
Student. 
Yes; sshe, really ois each 


and every one of these and 
many more, too, and that’s 
just one of the reasons why 
Sylvia is so popular. 

Sylvia has held many of- 
fices since she’s been in 
High School ;.among them: 
Manager of the Basketball 
Squad for ’26, Treasurer of 
thes pophomiore. Cilias 5s; 
Treasurer of the Basketball 
Squad of ’25, and Treasurer 
of the Glee Club of ’26. 

None of these treasuries 
were ever reported “broke,” 
but we’re sorry to say that 
the same cannot be said of 
a great many “he-hearts”’ in 
themiiverinosihor Sylvia 
captures them all. 

We wish you great success 
mevyour Ha deer C. ies Syl- 
via, and hope you won't for- 
get us soon. 


RU THAR EORICK 


e 


A quiet mind is 
Hail the of- 
ficial news-gatherer of the 


His Loe: 


be Ruth’s middle name, with 


more 


than a crown.” 


“News” seems to 


“Popularity” running a close 
second, for she is always in 
demand on every occasion. 
She has an air of calmness 


and dignity and is always 


unruffled, no matter what 
happens. Perhaps that is 
how she fooled some into 


voting for her as the biggest 
loateryine thea bie fies.) but 
we are still quite uncon- 
vinced that she is anything 
but a good worker. 

Ruth can play anything 
from jazz on piano strings 
to havoc on heart strings, 
and she’s just one more rea- 
son why the Seniors should 
be so envied for their tal- 


ented class members. 


CUOY DIB LOSE 


Hail, Blose, the star ath- 
lete “OL (thes rival ose eos 
siree-eee, he was our great 
plunging fullback and a 
home-run King. In football 


it took a mighty good man_ 


to stop him and we were of- 
ten given the thrill of: see- 
ing him hit the baseball over 
centerfield fence this spring. 
Even the V. P. I. Freshmen 
saw fit to walk him inten- 
tionally in the ninth inning; 
he was too dangerous with 
that bat. 

But he isn’t an athlete 
alone. He is quite a shiek 
with the ladies, and we 
never fail to hear some ro- 
mantic tale about Lloyd 
when the boys return from 
auballe (tripcie: Vp Meme eeers 
mighty lucky to be getting 
him, and we’re sure he'll 
make as good a record there 
as in the H. H. S. 

Not only are the football 
and baseball teams going to 
miss him sorely next year, 
but all of the High School, 
for he is a sport and friend 
of the truest sort. 


LOUISE MASON 


Louise, pretty and popular 
with them all; 

She found, to be loved, you 
needn't be tall; 

For four years in basketball 
she has starred, 

And we hope her record will 
never be marred. 


To be voted the most pop- 
ular. girl’ in ‘thei eee ee 
is something any girl should 
be proud of, and Louise has 
had the honor of being not- 
ed so, besides being one of 
the cutest. As star forward 
she will be missed by the 
basketball team, on which 
she has served as captain 
and manager. She has also 
been Librarian and Presi- 
dent of the, Glee Club, and 
we know Louise has much 
to look forward to. Perhaps 
she will become a “Georgia 
Peach’—who knows? And 
then, again, most likely her 
interests will be in next 
year’s football squad. So 
maybe the H. Hy Sithmege 


entirely lost Louise. 


SEeAKLOTTE 
MOUBRAY 


What a talented member 
of our class is Charlotte! 
Can she write? Just look 
over a number of THE Tay 
and you'll find the answer 
for yourself. Her _ stories, 
her poems, how mystic, how 
different! But these are 
qualities in Charlotte’s char- 
acter. Maybe each one of us 
will have on the library 
shelf a set of her books or 
poems in some future day. 
Charlotte can also play a 
piano, and with her uke she 
is a regular Hawaiian. Of- 
ten people’s gifts are not ap- 
preciated while they are 
present, but the class of ’26 
has long recognized Char- 
lotte’s abilities. She is our 
class songster, and a good 
one she is. Not all of Char- 
lotte is a dreamy side; she 
is bubbling over with fun, 
and anyone coming into the 
Study Hall can hear her 
joyous giggle. 

We know that Charlotte 
will continue wending her 
way through the world mak- 
ing friends as she has in 
the High School. 


THEODORE MUNDY 


Theodore is one of our 
country lads, coming to us 
from Linville-Edom. Since 
he graduated at mid-term 
we have missed his “smiling 
countenance’ a great deal. 


We all like 


are glad to have had him as 


Theodore and 


our classmate. And now to 


give you a good idea of the 


real Theodore we _ inscribe 


the following verse: 


When Theodore goes hunt- 
ing 
He bags all the game, 
And in the dairy business 
He gains great fame. 
He is a musician 
Of great renown, 
And we've also heard tel! 
He’s fond of hauling girls 


around. 


MARGARET HEAT- 


WOLE 
“Laugh and the world 
laughs with you.’ Here, 
ladies and gentlemen, is a 
girl in a thousand. With 


Margaret you can never be 
blue, for she is one of those 
persons who can cheer you 
up in a minute with one of 
her “‘wise” remarks. Besides 
being witty, Margaret is al- 
ways sympathetic, kind, and 
helpful, and though she 
tries to give you the impres- 
sion that she is cynical and 
hard-boiled, 


that this is just an outside 


we all know 
covering and that she is just 
as sentimental as the rest of 
us. A little birdie told us, 
too, that there is an “only, 
only one” for you, Marga- 
Is that so? Well, any- 
way, that can wait, but Mar- 


Fete 

garet with her happy-go- 
lucky disposition is bound to 
“go lucky” the rest of her 


days. 


EEIZA BETH DAVIS 


One of the best sports, 
best all-round, most talented 
and most popular girls in 
high school—that describes 
Bee just as she was voted. 
We heard of 


Bee’s getting anywhere on 
fon) fo) , 


have never 
time in her life, but when 
she gets there she is the 
peppiest of the party, what- 
ever it may be. Bee’s been 
varsity basketball 
center for two years and 
many a game has been de- 
We 
always excuse Bee though, 
about the 
At the 
ball games next year it will 


jumping 


layed waiting for her. 


because this is 
only fault she has. 


seem queer not to hear her 
TALL Srishtiee Cirlsaalets 
because she 
our Cheerleader, 


say, 


hic, hie.” 


20, 
has. been 
too. 
Everyone loves Bee, they 
can't resist her cheerful and 
lovable disposition — we’re 
speaking not only of girls, 
either. We know Bee will 
be a success in life, she is 
just that kind of girl. Here’s 
hoping she will be as popu- 
lar at Hood as she has been 


im the BH. HS: 


YANCEY LINEWEAVER 


During the four years 
“Tubby” was in high school 
he participated in a number 
of school activities. He was 
out for football, played in 
the orchestra, was on THE 
Tay staff his Senior year, 
and took a part in several 


school plays. In 1925 he 


won the boy’s medal given 


by The Daily News Rec- 
ord for declaiming. Since 
he finished his high school 
career in February he has 
been star (?) salesman for 
the Lineweaver Motor Com- 
pany. We think he should 
really be quite successful in 
he has 


this work because 


such a good “line.” If you 
don’t believe us, just ask 


Polly. 


GHAY SILBEE 


“Once a friend, always a 
friend.” Ghay came to us 
last year from Cumberland, 
Maryland. We didn’t know 


her very well at first be- 


cause of her quietness. How- 


ever, she has won all our 
hearts in the short time she 
has been with us by her 
natural generosity and kind- 
ness. But can she drive a 
Ford to maké @ )Paekard 
look lke “Show me the way 
to go home’? I’ll say she 
can! There’s one thing sure, 
too, mighty few speed cops 
up 
Ghay in enthusiasm. 


with 
She’s 
positively bubbling over 
with it. 
with a hearty wish for her 


will ever catch 


So here's" tauiier 


success as a school ma’am, 
and then—we’'ll congratulate 
the lucky young fellow that 
wins her heart of “solid” 


gold. 


BLIZABETH DULL 


Elizabeth rides in her dear 
old Ford 
For miles and miles a day, 
We've all had rides in that 
dear old Ford 
While going to work or 
to play. 


Elizabeth came to us from 
John Marshall High in 
Richmond in her Freshman 
year. From the very first we 
liked her immensely, as she 
moved around in her own 
quiet way. Elizabeth was 
voted one of the most dig- 
nified Seniors, but you could 
scarcely believe it if you 
saw her at a game, for she 
fairly bubbles over with pep 
and enthusiasm. Her good 
nature, generosity, and slow 
humor have won her many 
friends in the H. H. S. 

We haven’t heard what 
she intends to do next year, 
but we have heard her ex- 
press her desire to be a mis- 
sionary to Ajfrica, where 
they grow good “coffey.” 
We wish her plenty of luck 
in winning the natives (in 
the right way.) 


GEORGE TURNER 


Shuffle! Shuffle! Shuffle! 
Who is it making that 
noise? Why, it’s George 


Turner, that good-looking 
blond shiek, who, though you 
won't believe it, is the baby 
of the Senior class. It is al- 
ways evident that he is try- 
ing to obey the law of 
“Conservation of Energy.” 
Yes, George is easy-going 
and maybe a bit lazy, but 
just the same he made us 
an exceedingly peppy Cheer- 
leader this year, and then, 
too, he was a member of the 
basketball squad (probably 
because the practices were 
heldsin’ the: HoT. GaGym). 
This spring in baseball he 
has played his position as 
left-fielder successfully, es- 
pecially in the opinion of one 
of the fairer members of the 
Senior class. 

George is planning to go 
to W. & L. next: year 
and we hope that his wit, 
his good nature, and_ his 
sportsmanship will win him 
as much popularity there as 
it did in the old H. H. S. 


RUTH BOWMAN 


“Jo” is one of the wittiest 
girls in High School. No one 
can stay blue around her 
long, for her wit is irresisti- 
ble. “Jo” can do many things 
well, but she is most gifted 
in the art of portraying old 
What 


would a high school per- 


negro mammies. 
formance be without Jo to 
liven it up? We have all 
seen the influence of “Jo’s” 
Camp Fire training in her 
school life, for all through 
she has been a sport of the 
truest sort. 

“Jo” was President of her 
class in her Sophomore year 
and proved to be most capa- 
ble. We all love “Jo” because 
“Jo” is “Jo,” and we con- 
Sratulate the: (He T.-C. ‘in 
having her as a student next 


year. 


HENRY CONVERSE 


Here’s to Henry, that tall, 
dignified Senior who is not 
too dignified, however, to 
take part in the fun that is 
going on. We always think 
of Henry and his banjo to- 
gether, for they are insep- 
He 
leading members in our H. 
Hors monenestra, which has 


been so successful this year. 


arable. is one of the 


Henry has also shown us 
his abilty to act. Those who 
“Pickles” 


forget “Rumski.” 


will 
To this 


list of talents we should add 


Saw Hever 


that Henry is a crack bas- 
ketball and tennis player and 
aimeémbercon the tie tie. 
squad. We hear that he ex- 
pects to. go to V: P. Io next 
All kinds of luck to 


you, Henry! 


year. 


EOE ey ES 


Little, but lively! That's 
Ethel! Yes, she is full of 
fun, but underneath her jo- 
viality there lies a quiet dig- 
nity, for which her friends 
love and admire her. Her 
pretty blue eyes have caused 
much envy in the High 
School, but that is not their 
only functions, for we have 
heard? ithat sasenandsome 
young Dayton lad has felt 
their magnetic force. She 
sparkles with humor, and 
in 4A History class she is 
one of the star members. 
The class of ’26 has been 
made richer by having such 
a member as Ethel, and we 
feel sure that wherever she 
goes she will make as many 
friends as she has in the H. 
Tia: 

If the Dayton road ‘con- 
tinues to be kept hot, Ethel 
will be in no class long next 
year, so here’s to the lucky 
man! 


THEODORE HOLEAR 
Theodore 


few Seniors this year from 
the rural districts) He has 
had to work hard for his 
High School education, but 


early rising and the good 


is one of the 


habits of outdoor life have 
been in his favor and he has 
Al- 


though small in stature, he 


won deserved success. 


is athletic and fond of man- 
ly sports, especially base- 
bal, and was a member of 
the baseball squad for sev- 
eral years. His habitual shy- 
ness and reserve have kept 
him out of many social ac- 
tivities, but those who know 
him well class him as a true 
sport. He is sincere, honest, 
and considerate, always 
ready to do what he can for 
his friends in time of need. 


He has our best wishes. 


THE Taj 15 


Salutatory 


EJ RIENDS and relatives of the Class of ’26, we welcome you 
here tonight to our Commencement. Your presence truly in- 
spires and encourages us, and we appreciate the interest that 
SEG >) you have shown in us tonight and throughout our High 
School career. It has been with your help and your encouragement that 
we have been able to bring our school life to a successful conclusion. 

Tonight, we meet for the last time as a class. Our High School days 
are over. We leave the pleasures and struggles of school to enter upon 
the more difficult and larger duties of life. Tomorrow we go out to take 
our place in the world. There will be many new problems to overcome 
and new responsibilities to be met in order that we may climb to the 
highest round of life’s ladder. 

As we start out to take our place in the world, each one will find his 
own way. Some of us will choose the smooth and easy way, some the 
rough and thorny. Our courses will be varied, but we shall all be striving 
for the same great goal—Success. 

Success has been defined as the accomplishment or reaching of a goal, 
which in our minds we set out to strive for. No success can be reached 
without hard work, fair play, honesty, and integrity. 

When we entered High School our goal was graduation. We have 
always looked forward to the night when we should receive our diplomas. 
Our eagerness for them has often helped us over rough places and spurred 
us on to this end. At last, our goal has been reached. 

We have worked hard to gain this goal, though oftimes we have be- 
come disheartened and discouraged, and wondered if the outcome would 
be worth the effort. We have tried to do our work honestly and fairly and 
to play the game squarely. In other words, we have always put forth our 
best efforts: for one gains from anything what one puts into it, and the 
amount of success depends upon one’s own efforts. The more time and 
work that we put into any undertaking, so much greater will be the meas- 
ure of our success. So in our life work, the more we put into it the more 
we will accomplish. And we must not forget that it is the little things in 
life that count. We must be ever ready to grasp every opportunity as it 
presents itself and to lend a helping hand. 

The future lies before us and as success has rewarded our efforts in 
our school work, so will it be in our life work if we play the game as we 
have been taught to do. 

At one time in politics and in the business world, if a man made a 
fortune he was considered successful; no one questioned how he made 
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that fortune, whether honestly and fairly or at the expense of humanity. 
His was a successful career. 

But today ideals have changed. No man is successful even though he 
has made millions, if he has not made them honestly and justly and if he 
does not use them in doing what he can for the betterment of humanity. 
The really successful man is the happy man, and surely anyone who would 
gain anything by unfair methods and who has no regard for his fellow- 
men and strives only for wealth is not happy. This kind of man cannot 
gain the respect of the public. To be happy, one must be considerate of 
his fellowmen, unselfish, truthful, reliable, dependable, and success will 
crown his efforts. 

For, to play the game fairly and honestly, you must give as well as 
take, both cheerfully and unselfishly. And, whether we are successful or 
not, it is the spirit that counts. What we have or what we do matters 
little. It is how we order our lives. 

Yet how many of us still conform to the old idea? How many of us 
consider the score or the fame and do not think how they are obtained ? 

“For when the one great Scorer comes 
To write against your name, 
He counts not whether you won or lost, 
But how you played the game.” 
—Marcie Nerr. 
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Class Song 
(Air: “Star of the East’’) 


Class of our hearts, the class we hold dear, 
Working together all through the year ; 
Cheerful and gay, kind-hearted and true, 
Classmates of mine, that is what I call you. 
Some may have faltered, but never to stop, 
Kept right on climbing till they reached the top, 
Working for honors and glories to gain, 

Our class of ’26. 


Class of our hearts, the Purple and Gold, 
Leading us on to some higher goal. 

“Velle est posse,” our motto so true, 

Class of our hearts, we will be true to you. 


—CHARLOTTE Moupsray. 
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Class History 


N SEPTEMBER, 1922, the Class of ’26 entered the H. H. S. 
OF i 64 At last we had reached the height of our ambition—to be in 
A High School. How important it made us feel. We thought 
CZ M2)4 that there was no class like ours, and walked about with an 
air that the Sophs did their best to show their disapproval of, by writing 
verses and notices on the blackboard, such as, “To the milk man: Please 
leave four gallons of milk tomorrow morning for the Freshies.” They 
laughed at us continually, for the schedule was very complicated and we 
roamed about hunting our proper places. Finally, Mr. Smith, our prin- 
cipal, showed a little sympathy and tried to find us so as to explain the 
schedule; but we were not even in sight, so the Sophs once more took 
great delight in writing on the blackboard: “Lost—The Freshmen. Please 
return to study hall.” 

After living through several months of misery, and of torture by 
the Sophs, we decided that it was time to cram for exams., as we were 
daily reminded by the Seniors to make our first year’s work count. How- 
ever, the Juniors told us that it was no use to study Math., because over 
two-thirds of their class had flunked it, so how could be expect to pass? 
Right here is where we tricked them. We got down to some hard study- 
ing, and most of us managed to pull through. 

Commencement soon rolled around, and we threw out our chests and 
walked about with even a more significant air than when we entered High 
School, for the next year we would be Sophomores. 

The next year we arose bright and early, and rushed to school, for 
we were anxious to see our new principal and the new science teacher. 
Seeing that they met with our approval, we started once more the usual 
routine of school life. 

Nothing of particular interest happened in our Sophomore year, ex- 
cept that we made good use of our opportunity and played all sorts of 
mean tricks on the Freshies. 

When we started to school in the fall of 1924 as Juniors, we thought 
that since we were upperclassmen, we were entitled to good seats in the 
Study Hall, so we went down the afternoon before school opened and re- 
served them. We also wanted to get a peep at our new science and com- 
mercial department teachers. We were quite pleased with thm, and walked 
out with a satisfied smile, quite tickled over our day’s work. But alas, the 
next day changed smiles into frowns. Our principal announced that only 
the Seniors would occupy the seats in the Study Hall and the rest of us 
would report to the remaining rooms. 
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This brought us down several notches, but it was not long before our 
heads began to swell several inches. We were asked to be in the Kiwanis 
play, Springtime. Our director said that our chorus was one of the cutest 
ones, although the Seniors said that he told all the choruses the same thing. 
We knew that they were only jealous, and ours really was the best. 

A few weeks after the play, the Christmas holidays came, and when 
these were over we had to cram for exams. After this we began planning 
to entertain the Seniors. We held the reception at Friddle’s Grill Room, 
and everyone said that they had the best time ever. 

Soon Commencement time came, and brought honors with it. Francis 
Wayland won the Daughters of Confederacy Essay. And what a thrill 
we had when our president received the mantle of seniority. It almost 
seemed impossible that our High School days were three-fourths over! 

A few weeks before school opened we learned that Senor was going 
to leave us. Whenever one thought of the High School, he thought of 
Senor as a part of it, and we wondered how we were going to get along 
without him. But we soon found that Mr. Wenger, our new Spanish 
teacher, filled his place. Miss Blackburn as our English teacher has well 
filled Miss Loewenbach’s place. 

The afternoon before school opened we once more tried our fate at 
reserving seats. We were sure that we’d all be in Study Hall this time, 
but we wanted the very best seats there. The class of ’25 advised us to 
sit up front as we’d make a good impression. On the following morning, 
we were met by the laughing Juniors, telling us that all our efforts had 
been in vain and that we could not keep the seats we had reserved. Some 
of us were put again into the adjoining rooms. It seemed as though the 
teachers had a spite against us, not even to give Seniors the privilege of 
sitting in the Study Hall, Were we so bad that they couldn’t manage us 
all together? My! what a reputation! 

We seemed to have one redeeming feature—to make a play a success. 
The Kiwanians asked us to be in their play again. This time it was Miss 
Bob White. After the Christmas holidays, and exams, were once more 
behind us, we were royally entertained by the Juniors. We must hand it 
to them that they have made the biggest success yet, and all the Seniors 
declared that they had the time of their lives. 

On April the 16th we gave our Senior play, Pickles. It was a school 
affair, a musical comedy. Here we gained the reputation of having the 
best play the High School ever produced. Of course that is what is gen- 
erally said, but everybody agrees that it actually was. “All in favor say 
‘Aye’—the ayes have it.” 

We were again delightfully entertained on May 6, when Ghay Sil- 
ber invited us to her home, eight miles out on the Rawley Pike, to a 
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weenie and marshmallow roast. Never did we have so much fun. Even 
the faculty joined us in the childhood games. | 

And so we finally come to the end of the journey on this Class Night, 
when we are assembled for the last time as students of the school that 
has fostered us through four years of energetic struggles and seemingly 
fruitless attempts to gain knowledge. Through the joy of graduation runs 
a strain of sadness as we close the history of the Class of 1926. 

—RutH Bowman. 
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Class Prophecy 


Not long ago I chanced to look 
Into the day’s newspaper, 

And what I saw there, strange enough, 
Caused me to cut a caper. 


I noticed in “Society,” 
In type as black as jet, 

Where Class Two-Six of H. H. S. 
In sweet reunion met. 


I glanced on down the column then 
To see where all my friends 
Resided, and to try and find 
Just what had been their ends. 


Francis Wayland, so I read, 
Now listen smartly, please, 

Is prof. in some great college with 
Some five or six degrees. 


And what one might expect to find 
In almost all the comics 

Was this: Miss Margie Neff 
Is teaching economics. 


Parepa Funkhauser, nee Smith— 
I always was a tease— 

Is busy teaching little Nel 
His hated A B C’s. 


Sylvia Myers, who was “The Flirt,” 
And voted sentimental, 

Is star in opera, at last, 
A thing not detrimental. 


And not far from my own home town 
In Winchester, they say, 

Jones Showalter has taken up 
His quarters there to stay. 
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Helen Lineweaver, whom 
In plays I often saw, 

Is now taxing her useful self 
With the practicing of law. 


Fred Koontz with hair of burnished red— 
An advocate of Wriggley, ; 
Is occupied most all the time 
Managing Pigegly-Wiggly. 


Remember Flora Moore? I knew 
Great things would come from her, 
And now she’s piling money up 
As Ford’s stenographer. 


Yancey Lineweaver, who 
Sold ‘‘Chevies” near and far, 
Is busy now, the paper said, 
Selling the new Flint car. 


Louise Mason as public speaker 
Has learned the dictionary, 

And Ruth Hedrick spends all her time 
In being secretary. 


Ghay Silber is in business, 
Collecting tax, I found, 

Charlotte Moubray in Hawaii lives, 
Writer of great renown. 


Henry Converse is well occupied 
With his wife and engineering, 

And “B” Davis, as artist, now 
The whole world is endearing. 


Elizabeth Dull, who really is bright, 
Is missionary to Africa, 

And Theodore Munday has a wife 
With six kids to help to traffic her. 
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Margaret Heatwole 

Has married her Bill, 
And lives far away 

In fair Pleasant Hill. 


Theodore Hollar, 
To work in the shade, 
A far-reaching plow 
For the farmer has made. 


George Turner is conductor of 
The old “Crooked and Weedy,” 
While Ethel Myers has married Deem 
Lives in Dayton, and ain’t needy. 


Lloyd Blose has now attained his goal 
Of being Home Run King, 

Ruth Bowman, as Aunt Jemina 
A mess of dough can fling. 


And as for me, 
I’m hopeless yet, 
For my future husband 
I’ve never met. 
—IRENE GARRISON. 
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Class Poem 


The class of ’26 
Lifts high its head tonight, 
For we have run our race 
We’ve tried to stand for the right. 


bd 


“Velle est posse,’ our motto, 
Has urged us ever on 

Willing and able we’ve striven 
Till now success we’ve won. 


We're proud of each of our members 
Our president, strong and true 
And Helen, we hope that the future 

Will hold rich gifts for you. 


For Francis, our valedictorian 
We know success is assured, 

For he has been weighed and found worthy 
He’s won where no one else could. 


And here’s to our vice-president 
A worthy one he’s made, 

But his hopes are all centered northward 
For the hand of a Winchester maid. 


All hail our salutatorian ! 
Her name is Margie Neff, 

There were few A’s for the rest of us— 
She captured them all for herself. 


Ah! Here is our talented banjoist, 
Violinist, and soloist—all three; 

And Henry’s a valued member 
Quite a shining genius is he. 


Another of our talented members 

Is “Bee” Davis—a basketball star 
Whenever we want our posters made 

We ask “Bee,” and soon there they are. 


And here is the High School flirt 
It’s Sylvia, of course you know 
She is admired by all of us, 
And has many a lover and beau. 
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“Sis” Garrison, clever and sweet 
Has made many a life long friend, 
We are proud to have had you among us 
Best wishes to you we extend. 


One of our girls is a “Dull” 

But an exceptionally bright little lass, 
We all have loved Elizabeth 

The dignified one of the class. 


Our class boasts one football star 

Tis “Blose” that feminine charmer, 
We know that William and Mary 

Will cherish this lusty young farmer. 


Louise Mason, a varsity forward, 
Is quite unexcelled in her “aim,” 
And if you will ask Harold Shomo 
He'll probably tell you the same. 


To Flora, our commercial artist, 
We wish the best of success 
Be good to that worthy employer— 

And to Cupid leave all the rest. 


Behold our mathematician 
A “Lineweaver” too is he, 

And Yancey has fixed his Chevrolet 
For a trip to Tennessee. 


Two of our valued members 
Are Ghay and Ethel Myers, 

We hope they both will be happy 
When the knot some clergyman ties. 


A typist of amazing speed, 
A lad with hair of red, 

Who could this be but our athlete 
Our letter-winning Fred? 


Ruth the talented pianist 
Is greatly loved by all 

We know that well-won honors 
To your happy lot will fall, 
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Little but lively, is George 
A “Turner” of great skill 
We hope the choice of his heart 
His life with joy will fill. 


“Jo” Bowman we love and admire 
For her fun and original wit, 

She’s been a joy to her classmates 
Our ways with humor she’s lit. 


One of our bashful members 
But with a lot of zest 

Is the one called Theodore Hollar, 
We wish you of life, the best. 


A poet, essayist and story writer, 
Is Charlotte—she does them all three 
Nor are these her only acquirements 
A gifted one is she. 


Another Theodore have we 
He hails from a nearby farm 
Quite skilled is he in hunting— 
With his “fiddle” an audience can charm. 


Margaret Heatwole is another 
Of our congenial class 
Though never free from “Payne” 
Great fortune she’ll amass. 


Four years we’ve worked together 
We've shared both joy and woe, 
But each one hence forever 
Diverse pathways will go. 


So this one word in parting: 
Whate’er lots the Fates will fix 
Remember, each and all of you, 
The class of ’26. 
—PAREPA SMITH, 
Sec.-Treas. Class of ’26. 
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Last Will and Testament 


ff¥ JHEREAS, it hath in former times been deemed by many to be 
Nei of great importance for one leaving the scene of his former 
activities to make proper disposition of Byyperies possessed 


burg tet School ee of aad mind, on this the first day of June in 
the year of our Lord one thousand nine hundred and twenty-six, and the 
Commonwealth of Virginia, three hundred and seventy, year of Amer- 
ican Independence one hundred and fifty, and of the City of Harrison- 
burg one hundred and forty-six, do hereby give and bequeath collectively 
and severally all our scholastic possessions as hereinafter innumerated: 

The Senior Class leaves to Mr. Garrison the silence that prevails in 
his class room during class meetings when the president asks for money. 

The graduating members of Tue Taj Staff leave their places to any- 
one who can ably carry on the reputation that they made for the magazine 
when they won the S. I. P. A. cup. 

To Miss Blackburn, we leave our special seats in the study hall. 

To Freshmen entering Latin, we gladly bequeath all our ponies with 
the hope that they will be as successful in keeping them hidden as we 
were. 

We leave to Howard all books not carried home at exam. time. 

To Mr. Keister, we leave all our carved up desks (with special per- 
mission to continue the decoration). 

All money left in our treasury we thrust upon the Athletic Associ- 
ation on condition that they will attend to all unpaid bills. 

Severally: 

Helen Lineweaver leaves the presidency of the Senior Class to Kath- 
erine Firebaugh with best wishes of success in her difficult task. 

Francis Wayland leaves to Charles Ney his winning ways with the 
girls on condition that he will not have more than seven dates. a week. 

Sylvia Myers leaves all her admirers but one in perfect condition 
and as good as new to anyone who can use them to advantage. 

Irene Garrison bequeaths her college “loves” to Louie Claybrook. 

Parepa Smith leaves her ability to write poetry to “Buck” Mathias. 

To Nelson Funkhouser, Theodore Mundy leaves his “deadly aim” 
and good luck in hunting. 

Flora Moore leaves her surplus beauty to Ethel Shoemaker. 

Ruth Hedrick leaves to Page Newbill her job of “checking up” in the 
study hall. 

Ghay Silber leaves her glasses to Page Duke. 

Ruth Bowman leaves her ability to play the part of colored mammy 
to Lorraine Ney. | 
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Yancey Lineweaver bequeaths his Chevrolet to anyone who will give 
him a pass to Tennessee. 

Blose leaves his batting average of .408 to Howard Allen. 

Margie Neff leaves a few of her A’s to Edward Henthorne. 

Jones Showalter leaves to “Bill” Lineweaver his place at Massanetta 
Bible Conference. 

Fred Koontz leaves his extra height to Perry Dechert, provided he 
will remember to stoop when he comes in the door. 

Louise Mason, the High School’s star, leaves her place as forward on 
the Basketball Team to Rosalie Spector. 

Charlotte Moubray leaves her crush on Norma Kiracoffe to Hugh 
O’Donnell. 

“Bee” Davis leaves to Hanky Hughes her interest in the medical pro- 
fession as she is entering the mercantile business. 

Elizabeth Dull gives her Ford to Annie Grace Dickens with one string 
tied to it, that she takes the Home Ec. class riding during the fifteen- 
minute period. 

Parepa Smith leaves to Marie Wellons full permission to take over 
her Sunday night dates. 

George Turner leaves his position as “baby” of the Senior Class to 
Harold Shomo. ; 

Ethel Myers leaves her studious habits and scholarly learning to 
Frank Gould with strict admonition not to overwork. 

Margaret Heatwole leaves her demerits given by Mr. Wright before 
bell time to Joe Ney. 

Theodore Hollar bequeaths his art of resisting flapper wiles to Fred 
Funkhouser. 

In witness whereof I have hereunto set my hand and seal this first 
day of June, in the year of our Lord, one thousand, nine hundred and 
twenty-six. 

Attest: HENRY CONVERSE. 


: 
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Valedictory 


we) HE time has come for the Class of 1926 to say goodbye. We 
Bq SYA bid farewell to our teachers and schoolmates, as well as to 
>\\ G@ each other, for we are met as a class perhaps for the last 
CS time. It is with difficulty that we realize that each of us must 
now go out into the world and find his place and his task. Nevertheless 
it is true. sa) 

Tonight marks the climax of our high school career. For four years 
we have striven earnestly and hopefully for our diplomas. This evening 
we are rewarded for our toil; our dreams and hopes are becoming a re- 
ality. Yet mingled with our joy and exultation is a feeling of sadness; 
for this occasion makes us realize more keenly than ever before how 
pleasant our associations together have been. Wherever we go or what- 
ever we do, we shall forever treasure and cherish the precious memories of 
our high school days. They will ever linger in our hearts as among the 
happiest of our lives. . Now, more than ever before, we feel the strength 
of the ties of friendship, which have bound us together and aided us in 
our long, hard struggle towards this goal. 

Although our first question for knowledge is ended, we shall not for- 
get our beloved Alma Mater and the principles for which she stands. We 
know that she will watch with motherly concern and interest her sons and 
daughters as they go out to weave their own destinies. With the same 
concern and interest shall we watch her progress. Nor shall we forget 
the debt of gratitude which we owe our teachers. They have been a guid- 
ing influence, an uplifting power, in our lives. They have labored wil- 
lingly and patiently that we might be enabled to achieve our present suc- 
cesses, and their hearts are sharing in all our aspirations for the future. 

_ Now, classmates, as we leave our Alma Mater, let us go with the de- 
termination of keeping faith with her best ideals. Let us seek more 
knowledge and strive for greater efficiency in work and service. Let us 
grasp the opportunities which come to us; let us strive earnestly to over- 
come all obstacles which tend to hinder our progress. If we cannot find a 
way, let us make one. Whatever our task may be, let us perform it to the 
very best of our ability. Let truth and justice be exalted in our hearts, 
and kindness make our words sincere. We carry away Alma Mater’s 
blessing—may our lives add to her honor. 


“What if a dream does break ? 

The brave build on, 

And lay, for the old dream’s sake, 
But broader stone; 

Join beam to longer beam, 
Point spire to star, 

Till faith achieves a dream 

Greater by far.” 


. A ii} 


—FrRraAncis F. WayvLAND. 
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Farewell Song 


Arr: West of the Great Divide 


Our school is ending, we’re leaving you, 
Tomorrow’s sending a struggle new. 

But we will labor with hearts so true 

We shall keep faith with the White and Blue. 


Farewell, dear schoolmates and teachers too, 
Farewell to all those whom here we knew; 
Though we may ne’er meet another time, 
We'll always love those we leave behind. 


CHORUS 

Now to our class comes the time to say good-bye, 
As we are leaving the dear old Harrisonburg High 

We will never forget you 

Though we may travel far 
But in our hearts we will ever cherish there 
Fond memories so dear and blest; 
Now we must go, farewell to you all, 
Farewell, dear H. H. S. 

—SytviA Myers. 
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Cross Words 
(Awarded First Prize in Tay Short Story Contest) 


Swany AES, there had to be some way for me to get a new evening 
dress to wear to the club dance. There was no doubt about 
a that, but how? I knew that with a little begging George would 
CES a get it for me, but he’s always been such a dear. And when I 
ask for a second new dress inside of two weeks he frowns, then looks 
thoughtful. And that’s when it makes me feel all empty inside, for I know 
he is thinking that it means just so much longer for him to wait for the 
long-wanted radio. Then he looks up at me and says, “Sure, Nancy, bet 
your life you can, nothing’s too good for you.” I laugh and kiss him and 
tell him what a dear he is, but my conscience cries, “Selfish, selfish, why 
don’t you do without something once and let him get the radio 2” 

So this time I just couldn’t ask him to get the dress. Yet how was I 
going to get it? 

It was the next morning that I was looking through the daily paper 
and saw these words, “Win $1,000.” I never could win anything, but 
glancing again I saw that it was a cross-word puzzle that was to be 
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solved. I had had a fairly good education, that is, I had finished two 
years of college. Well, it wouldn’t hurt to try the puzzle, anyway. I 
could do it in spare time, and I had plenty of that. 

So, when George came home to lunch, I was so deeply interested in 
the puzzle that I didn’t hear him come in until he said, ‘Well, Nancy, what 
news seems so interesting?” 

“Oh, George, you are just the person I wanted. What is a seven- 
letter word meaning tied?” 

“Married, I guess; but what is all this about ?”’ 

I explained all about what I was doing, everything except just why I 
wanted the money. 

The first few days he was very willing to help me with the words, and 
would search the dictionary by the hour. But at the end of the second 
day I noticed that he wouldn’t help me any more. He began staying at 
the office later in the evening. That worried me, for he had never done it 
before. Still, it gave me more time to work on the precious puzzle, which 
had to be finished in three more days. 

Then everything seemed to go wrong. George fussed every morning 
because his toast was burnt and every lunch because he had to live out of 
tin cans. I fussed too, because George stayed so late at the office. How- 
ever, having the puzzle nearly finished helped some. It was to be handed 
in the next morning before eleven o’clock. That morning George was up 
early, didn’t wait to eat breakfast, and was off without even kissing me 
goodbye. Well, he could just get mad if he wanted to. After all, it was 
for him I was doing it. It is just like a man not to appreciate anything 
you do. The next time I’ll soak him for twice as much. 

At ten-thirty I took the puzzle down town to hand it in. How I 
wished that mine was correct! The winners’ names were to be published 
in the next morning’s paper. 

I decided I didn’t want to see George, so I went to spend the day and 
night with an old schoolmate. 

I didn’t enjoy my visit much. I began to think maybe I had been 
unfair to George, I guess it was pretty bad to eat canned goods and hear 
me talk cross-word puzzles all day. I made up my mind then that, if I 
won the prize, I would buy George the radio and wear my old dress to 
the dance. 

Next morning I couldn’t stand it any longer. I left for home before 
breakfast, leaving a note for my schoolmate. 

But when I got home there was no George. I supposed he had run 
off and left me. Yes, I deserved it, but oh! just to see him once again. 
Just then the door opened, and George came in, worried and tired. The 
cross-word puzzle craze came back to me; I rushed up to him, for I saw a 
morning paper sticking out of his pocket. Wéild happiness seized me, for 
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—I had won the first prize. But the second! Why, the second was won 
by George! I must have fainted, for when I opened my eyes I was in 
George’s arms and he was saying, “Nancy dear, we’ll have no more cross 
words.” 

—KATHRYN FIREBAUGH. 


Impressions 
(Awarded Second Prize in Tay Short Story Contest) 


Z © HE usual calm atmosphere of the Worthington home was very 
Br much upset this quiet June morning. Mrs. Worthington, after 
BY @ Superintending the household duties, hurried to the sewing 
ao } CS room, where the buzz of the sewing machine, the yards of 
summery materials and laces showed that preparations for some great 
event were taking place. One would, of course, suppose this event to be 
a wedding—to Sue, the seventeen-year-old sub-deb, it was more important 
and exciting than a wedding—she was going to Briar Military School 
finals ! 

Wasn't it the most wonderful and exciting thing that had ever hap- 
pened to her? She had really done more than her share of social stunts, 
but she had always longed with an unfailing desire to attend just one 
dance at a military school—and this one especially! 

I began to wonder if the uniform, decorated with many brass buttons, 
and the romantic setting of every military school caused this great desire 
—but no!—I saw a picture of a uniformed sheik on her bureau, inscribed 
on it, “All my love for you, Jerry.”—So that was it 

Sue had spent Easter week-end with a friend in the distant city. The 
homeward journey usually seemed long and tiresome, but this time for 
Sue it seemed very short and interesting. You see, several cadets had 
gotten on the same coach, and this tended to shorten the trip. One, es- 
pecially, was entertaining—Jerry Moreland. After Sue was left to her- 
self she thought and thought, and finally came the conclusion that she had 
fallen in love with Jerry. He had said that he would write to her the very 
minute he got to school. She wanted him to, but she was so afraid that 
he wouldn’t. 

But he did! And he continued to shower her with mail, candy, and 
flowers. In all of her career she had never had so much of a rush. The 
bid to the finals was almost too much; she danced with joy. Her parents 
gave their consent for her to go if her aunt, who lived in a neighboring 
town to the school, would chaperone her. 

Finally the day of her departure arrived. Jerry met her at the sta- 
tion and took her to her aunt’s house. The first two days of finals were 
filled with competitive drills, military reviews and exhibitions, and many 
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parties. Jerry was ever at her side, and she was having a glorious time. 

The night of the most wonderful event of all, Final Ball, was one of 
those superb June nights. When Sue and Jerry stepped in the decorated 
gym—it seemed like a fairyland. The Florida orchestra was playing 
something that made everyone happy and contented. Sue was speechless 
at the magnificence of it all. 

They started to dance. Many of Jerry’s friends claimed their dances, 
and Sue glided from one part of the room to another. She had met so 
many attractive cadets and alumni that she simply couldn’t remember half 
their names. 

She danced a number of times with a very attractive, athletic-looking 
alumnus, and when he suggested a stroll out on the campus she readily 
consented, as she was beginning to feel just a little bit tired. They found, 
in the course of their conversation, that he went to college with her 
brother, and was none other than Bud Tidwell. This made them feel 
quite like old friends. 

Their walk led them down by the lake. All of a sudden, Sue stopped 
and pointed to a bench nearby, on which sat a cadet with a girl. Bud 
smiled, and said something about a June night and a uniform, but he didn’t 
even suspect the tragedy of it. The cadet’s silhouette against the sky 
showed too plainly Jerry’s features. Sue was crushed, but didn’t disclose 
her misery, and suggested that they go back to the dance. 

Jerry met them at the entrance of the gym, and laughingly told Sue 
they were forming for the Senior figure, and that she must hurry and 
primp up a bit, as he didn’t want his girl to have a shiny nose. 

After the figure, the Senior “special extra,” Sue and Jerry went out 
for a little walk, as he said he had something to tell her. Before they had 
been together very long, Jerry realized that something had changed Sue. 
He questioned her, but her answers, when she would give any, were only 
vague. She said that she’s rather go back to the dance, because they could 
talk “any old time.” So they went back to the dance, and before they had 
hardly taken two steps some one “broke” them. Thus it was until the 
dance was over. He still hadn’t gotten that “something” told to her. 
Now he would have to tell her on the way home, but no—that wouldn’t 
do. He had forgotten that the chaperon would also occupy a part of the 
back seat. 

At the door she brought things to a sudden close by declaring she was 
too sleepy to talk even a minute, and he’d have to come by in the morning. 
Jerry left reluctantly and puzzled over the change in Sue’s attitude. The 
morning would be filled with the awarding of the diplomas, and Sue’s 
train left soon afterwards. He just had to say this one thing that was on 
his heart and mind! 

Sue’s aunt came in her room to bring her some fruit and to talk over 
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the dance as she prepared for bed, and you can imagine her surprise when 
she saw Sue lying, fully dressed, across her bed crying as if her heart 
would break. Then the whole story was sobbed out—she had seen Jerry 
kissing some girl, when she and Bud had gone for a walk just before 
the figure. 

Her aunt tried to tell her that this couldn’t be, because Jerry had 
been sitting with her all the time that Sue had been out of the room. Sue 
felt that her aunt was only telling her this to make her feel better, so she 
refused to believe it. 

In a little while, though, she fell asleep, but awoke the next morning 
with a heavy heart 

Sue went slowly down the steps, and there stood Jerry simply beam- 
ing and so glad to see her! Her heart gave a few extra beats, but she 
remembered the night before and assumed a most bored expression. Jerry 
was so filled with the excitement of everything that he failed to note, or 
rather show that he noted, this change in Sue’s expression, and led her to 
the porch. There stood another cadet who was introduced to her as— 
“my brother, Lerry.” Jerry seemed to be having a most delightful laugh 
and was very surprised when Sue rushed over to him crying, “Oh, Jerry, 
wasn't it you?” Naturally, this called for an explanation. When Sue re- 
lated the details of her stroll to the lake, much to Lerry’s discomfort, 
according to the color of his face, Jerry laughed still more. His twin had 
almost lost for him the most wonderful girl in the world 

When Sue arrived home she was wearing a miniature on a most sig- 
nificant finger of her left hand which, she declared, wasn’t just a piece of 
jewelry to be added to her collection. 


—SARAH FRANCES HERRING. 


A Man and a Maid 
(Awarded Third Prize in Tay Short Story Contest) 


Pa (3 WISTFUL little figure was seated in the corner of the big 
We (i Pullman chair on a slow-moving west-bound train. Staring 
d Vexr. \ y ahead into blank darkness, little Barbara Janes presented a 
Y NG) AN) rather pretty but pathetic picture. Her little blue turban 
pulled tight over her face showed tiny golden ringlets peeping out in spite 
of themselves. 

Barbara had left her little home town early that morning, and all day 
long she had listened to the grind of the great wheels as they carried her 
farther and farther away from Ridgecrest to a small western city. Here 
she expected to be met by her uncle, with whom she was going to live, her 
mother having died two months before, and her father several years ago. 

Barbara had never been West before, and she had no idea that the trip 
would be so long and tiresome. This was a rather big thing for a girl so 
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young and pretty to undertake, but she was a game little sport and would 
allow no one to accompany her. 

Barbara now felt that she must be near her journey’s end. The car 
was almost deserted—she being the only lady in sight. Just then the con- 
ductor stepped into the car and called, “Cherrydale.” At this, Barbara 
seized her bag and made a rush for the door. 

As she stepped to the station platform, a handsome youth came for- 
ward and was heard to say, “Miss Janes, I’ve been sent to meet you—just 
this way, please.” Barbara followed, dumbly accepting this meeting as a 
fact. She knew her uncle had a grown son whom she had never seen, so 
she took it for granted that this was he. But then, he certainly had 
greeted his cousin coolly. She took her seat beside him in the roadster 
and they drove away. Few words were passed during the drive to the 
house. 

He asked her a question or two about her trip, which she answered. 
He certainly acted queer and uncongenial, she thought, and she was al- 
most afraid to venture many questions in spite of her gameness. At last 
she gathered courage to ask, “Where is your mother, I hope she is not 
ill?’ To which he replied curtly, that she was very well and that she was 
attending a wedding reception that night. 

Barbara thought it rather strange that her aunt should be attending 
a social function so soon after her sister’s death and too, that she should 
not even have cared to meet her. A tear slipped down her cheek as she 
thought doubtingly of her future in her uncle’s home. 

They had now arrived at the house and she was following the boy 
through a side door, and up the stairs to a small, but light little room. He 
opened the door and looked piercingly at her as she passed him. He said, 
“This is your room. You may report to my mother tomorrow morning at 
nine o'clock, in the breakfast room.” 

With this he closed the door and she was alone. What did he mean? 
—wasn’t she to see her aunt before retiring? Why, he acted as if she 
might have been an animal or something, giving her orders. But she was 
not the kind that let things worry her, so she soon tumbled into bed and 
was fast asleep. | 

As the boy closed her door, he let out a little sigh. “What a looker! 
I’d better watch myself.” Long after Barbara was in slumber-land the 
boy lay dreaming of those golden curls, those twinkling blue eyes, that 
kissable mouth, and that “come and get me” look—these he had taken in 
as she had passed him. But he must not think of her, it would be terrible. 

Morning dawned and Barbara arose and dressed in a dainty little blue 
frock, combed her curls neatly, powdered her nose, and was ready to meet 
her aunt in the breakfast room. Of course, she did not know where the 
breakfast room was, but she heard voices and followed the sound, which 
led her there. She entered—she gazed, first at the boy, then at the man, 
and then at the woman. She spoke—they looked dumbfounded—“T beg 
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your pardon,” she stammered, “but has my aunt not come down to 
breakfast ?” 

Just at that moment a knock was heard at the side door and the boy 
went. The door opened and a girl stood there. “Come in, Jane,” the 
woman said, and then turned to answer Barbara—“Your aunt, I am 
afraid I do not understand.” 

“But—but doesn’t Mrs. Charles Slaton live here and isn’t this her 
son?” faltered Barbara. 

“Why no, my dear,” said the lady, “I live with my husband, Mr. 
Richard Hunt, and this is my son, Dick.” 

Dick then stepped forward and said, “But Mother, this is Jane, whom 
I met, as your maid at the train last night.” 

But here the real maid, Jane Beck, said, “Oh! Mrs. Hunt, I’m sorry, 
but I missed my train last night and couldn’t get here before this 
morning.” 

“Very well, Jane, you may go into the kitchen!” said Mrs. Hunt. And 
the maid left. 

“And now,” said Mr. Hunt, turning to Barbara, “let’s straighten 
things out, Miss, please tell us your story?” 

So Barbara proceeded to tell her story to wide-eyed listeners, and 
they learned that she had gotten off at “Cherrydale” instead of “Clover- 
dale” ; that she had taken Dick for her cousin, and when he said “Jane” 
she understood him to say “Miss Janes” and so here she was. 

Dick had just gotten home from college and had been sent to meet 
the maid, who was returning after a few days’ visit to her mother. Since 
Barbara was the only lady getting off the train and had followed when he 
called her Jane, he took it for granted that this was the maid. 

And, so, here Barbara was among strangers. However, she did not 
cry or do anything a girl might do—they just laughed. Mr. Hunt called 
her uncle and told him where she was and that she would be over that 
afternoon. Mr. and Mrs. Hunt persuaded her to stay until after lunch 
and promised that Dick would drive her over to Cloverdale. 

After lunch the cook came in and gave Mrs. Hunt a locket which 
had been found in the soup. This had dropped from Barbara’s neck. The 
catch would not hold and the locket lay open. Mrs. Hunt glanced at the 
picture and gasped, “That is Mary Rogers; where did you get this picture, 
my child ?” 

“That is my mother,” replied Barbara. 

“And that is the picture of my girlhood friend whom I lost trace of 
so long ago, and you are her daughter? exclaimed Mrs. Hunt. 

“And she’s soon going to be your daughter, if I have anything to say 
about it,” chimed in Dick. 

And after a few weeks Dick did have something to say about it—and 
Barbara will always be Dick’s own little maid. 

—ELIZABETH MASsoNn. 
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Poetry Corner 
MAY DAY 


A robin called me with its song, 

“Wake up, wake up, the morn’s along! 
The rosy sun has tipped the hills; 

The plowman now the fresh earth tills, 
And crystal dewdrops fringe the grass 

Like beads upon a lad’s dress.” 


The bluebird sang me a roundelay, 
“ “Tis noontide, sweetest time of day; 
See, the sky’s as blue as this coat of mine; 
There’s emerald grass in the clear sunshine. 
Sing, oh sing, ’tis the time to be gay, 
Sing and rejoice, it’s the month of May!” 


At sunset hour the red bird trilled, 
“The sky’s aflame, with glory filled, 
The arch of heaven; cool’s the breeze 
That sways the leaves of green clad trees.” 
The day has passed, on wings gone by; 
The redbird sang me a lullaby. 
KATHERINE A. WILSON. 


ined el BI DPE RP OO noe GINS 


Once long ago, in the warm brown soil 
A tiny little seed was sown, 
It pleased old Mother Earth so well 
She ordered that it should be known— 
As Apple Blossom. 


The warm winds ever softly blew; 
The rain came gently down; 
The tiny seed started to grow 
To its place of glory and renown— 
An Apple Blossom. 


And now in yonder valley fair 
The apple tree still stands, 
Reigning supreme in robe of state 
Commanding praise from many lands— 
This Apple Blossom. 
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And so it is, from year to year, 
Nation-wide travels the story, 
To thousands of people, who come for miles 
To see in all its radiant glory— 
The Apple Blossom. 
—MARGUERITE DICKINSON. 


IT IS SPRING 


It is spring, It is spring! 
The laurels are gay— 
All pink and white 
They brighten the way. 


The hyacinths so rare, 
And the tulips red— 
Perfume the air 
As our roads we tread. 


The cardinals are flashing, 
While robins sweetly sings 

To its nest in the appletree, 
The bluebird swiftly wings. 


The violets are whispering, 
And the daffodils sing 
Just this song only: 
“Tt is spring.” 
—ViIRGINIA WILSON. 


SKIES 


There are glad skies, and sad skies 
And blue skies and gray, 
There are pink skies and gold skies 
Above us in May. 
The glad skies are blue skies 
The sad skies are gray, 
Pink and gold are the glad skies 
In the gay month of May. 
CHARLOTTE BYERS. 
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TIMROD AND PAM 


Said Timrod to Pamelia, 

As on the bank they had strolled, 
“Let’s take a dip in the water 

And I your hand will hold.” 


Miss Pam blushed deeply crimson, 
And turned away from him. 
“Oh, no, I haven’t a suit sir, 
That I can wear to swim.” 


“Never mind the costume,” 
Said Timrod gallantly. 

“Your green is so becoming, 
Please do not change for me.” 


So each into the water 
Most gracefully did drop. 
They swam and sang and floated 
Far past the time to stop. 


Near by, a weary farmer 
Was lulled to slumber sweet 
By Timrod and Pamelia, 
Two bullfrogs in the Creek. 
PAREPA SMITH. 


DEMERITS 


One little demerit 
On my report card; 

Gosh! they’re easy things to get, 
An “A” is twice as hard. 


Two little demerits 

Gee! that’s going some; 
One for being late today, 

And one for chewing gum. 


The other day I got five more 
For cuttin’ History class, 
And still another one today; 
I didn’t mean to “sass.” 
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To the folks at home 
Nine needs some explanation, 
I was late again at noon; 
O well; a week’s vacation. 
—ELIzaBETH OTT. 


NOW AND THEN 
1888 


When hollyhocks bloomed by the garden gate 
A beautiful girl named Elizabeth Ann 
Fell in love with a tall handsome man. 
The wedding was a large affair, 
And people came from everywhere. 
They were married midst tears and laughter 
And they lived happy ever after. 
This is the story Grandmother tells 
When ever she hears of wedding bells. 


1926 


When all the world’s aturn and atwist 
The flapper falls ever in love at first sight 
And is married before the very next night. 
The wedding’s a very quiet affair 
The couple, the preacher, the witnesses there. 
And if the wedding’s not a disaster, 
They'll live scrapily ever after. 
This is the story we moderns tell 
Whenever we hear a wedding bell. 
—ANNA LauRA MAUCK. 


STUNG 


Often when we go riding 
Down the valley pike, 

We see the queerest kinds of sights 
Especially at night. 


We see parked many kinds of cars 
Some cars. without a top. 

My girl and I just have to ride, 
We can find no room to stop. 
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But the other day on Main street 
I saw a flivver parked, 
The curtains they were all drawn tight 
Be still, O, beating heart! 


I saw a stiff straw hat 
Right near a feminine lid. 

Their heads, their forms, and features 
Were quite discreetly hid. 


Consumed with curiosity, 
(Of course I had to yield) 
I looked. The hats were sitting 
Upon the steering wheel. 
—HENRY CONVERSE. 


ROMANCE 


She sat by the window 
Gazing outside, 

Along came her lover— 
They went for a ride. 


When nightfall came ’round 
Back homeward they came, 
The car broke to pieces 
But the lover was game. 


At breakfast next morn 
At table they sat. 
Ma said, ‘““Emma where 
Were you, out with that brat?” 


Fair Emma sighed sadly, 
And deeply did blush— 
“Oh, Ma, he’s so nice 
And talks so much mush!” 
—SARAH F. HERRING. 
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LONGIN’ 


I’m longin’ for the old tree swing 
An’ for the swimmin’ pool. 
I’m longin’ for the birds and bees, 
And the days when there’ll be no school. 


I’m longin’ for the sweet, pure air, 
An’ for the fishin’ rod. 

I’m longin’ to get ont, an’ jump 
And dance on the nice, green sod. 


I’m longin’ for the summer days 
That brings us joys untold. 
I’m longin’ for the tricklin’ brook 
And for the flowers to unfold. 
—Mzrriam Isaacs. 


YOUR EYES 


A pair of eyes: what strange, wonderful things 

Are hidden there; thoughts that the world would know, 
Thoughts of the kind the bard of old days sings, 

That on mankind a bright, false glamour throw— 
They raised themselves to meet my eyes last night, 

And held a look of vague, sudden surprise, 
And yet, they sparkled ever just as bright, 

And there was that same look within your eyes: 
A look that shows no fear, and no regret, 

A passion for the things they have not seen— 
Romance, adventure—but they'll ne’er forget 

The Holy Truth from false untruths to glean: 

The look was one that came from Heav’n above 

The look I saw—it was the glance of love. 

—Perry CorNELL DECHERT. 
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A WILTED FLOWER 


How like a flower was my heart to you— 

A thing of beauty that your fancy caught— 
A bud you lightly plucked from but a few 

And held a moment. I had never thought 
You did not want it always, but, alas, 

You breathed upon it lightly—then did pass 
Along; it yearned in vain for what it knew 

So little of ; your hand had pressed 
So warm upon my aching heart, and you 

Had given to it all that was the best: 
True Love, and then, without regret, 

Let fall my heart—to wither and to die— 
A taste of passion that it could forget 

Not ever—though immortal time roll by. 

—PeErrRY CoRNELL DECHERT. 


THE GARDEN OF DESPAIR 


I sometimes think that my own heart 
Is a garden of despair, 

And that should you have to depart 
There would still linger there 

The fragrant picture of your youth, 
The blossom of Young Love, 

The golden symbol of the Truth 
That reigns in Heav’n above. 

I sometimes fancy that were you gone 
Forever from my sight, 

My heart would break ere life was done, 
To follow you, the light 

Of all my dreams of fairness 
Of the fairest of the fair, 

For you planted the seeds of happiness 
In the garden of despair. 

—PeErryY CoRNELL DECHERT. 
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Editorial 
OUR PRIZES 


Wa ROBABLY one of the greatest honors that have ever come to 
v . sank . 
et our school is the winning of the silver cup offered by the 


IK za) ) Southern Interscholastic Press Association. Delegates from 
eS Sef all over the South representing high school papers, magazines, 
and annuals met at Lexington on April 6. There were six cups offered, 
each one bearing equal honors. The contesting schools were divided into 
two classes, the A class being those with an enrollment of 800 or more, 
and the B class with less than 800. The judges awarded to us the cup for 
having the best magazine published by a school with an enrollment of less 
than 800. 

We are rightly proud of this honor to our school. Tue Tay has had 
eight years of existence, and so far as we can tell, has improved steadily. 
There was only one adverse criticism of THE Taj in the discussions at the 
convention ; that was, that we used a grade of paper too cheap for the 
quality of the contents of the magazine. If the non-subscribers would 
become subscribers and supporters, we should not be forced to print Tur 
Taj on such cheap paper. Neither the State nor the school board sets 
aside any sum for the publication of such a magazine, and it is only by 
the hardest work and the closest conservation that we are able to finance 
the paper. 

Another honor of which we are proud is the District IV Champion- 
ship banner. This was awarded to the football team on January 22, by 
Mr. Chapman, the State Secretary of Athletics. We are all proud of our 
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teams, and the football team especially has passed far beyond our expec- 
tations. This banner was displayed in the Study Hall for several days, 
and won much admiration from the student body. 

Let’s join forces and make next year another prize-winning year. 


“THE GRAND FINALE” 


The stage is set. The cast is ready to make their entrance. The di- 
rectors are standing in the wings eager to see the outcome. Everything is 
ready for the Grand Finale of the school session of 1925-1926. 

To those of us who are Seniors, this means the last time we shall 
ever wait for the Harrisonburg High School curtain to rise on the Grand 
Finale. We are now playing our last role on our High School stage. 
Next year some of us will be playing on a college or university stage, 
while some of us will make the world our stage. For the Seniors there is 
happiness and sorrow mingled—happiness that we have played success- 
fully the four acts of our high school life, sorrow that we must say good- 
bye to our high school days. We hope that the future may offer a role 
most suitable to each and every Senior. 

And to those who will have another chance to take part in this last big 
scene, THE Taj wishes a very enjoyable time between acts. 
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“Pickles,” or “In Vienna,’ a very clever musical comedy, was pre- 
sented by the H. H. S. at Assembly Hall on the night of April the six- 
teenth. It was decidedly the best and biggest effort our school has ever 
made towards play producing. A record breaking crowd was present, and 
words of highest approval and commendation were heard on all sides. 

The scenes, which were unusually attractive, were laid in a quaint old 
inn garden in Vienna and at the gypsy camp. Gypsies, Hungarians, and 
Americans mingled upon the stage in a riot of lovely color and in such a 
way that very clever comedy situations were brought forth. Catchy songs, 
well sung by the cast, and beautiful melodies made up the musical score. 
Some of the best of these were “The Duty of a Cop,” a duet by Bumski 
and Rumski; “My Gypsy Queen,” by Ilona and Jones; “The Mystical 
Pool,” by Ilona and Chorus, and “The Dreamy Schemy Widow,” by Pen- 
nington and Lady Vivian. 

The cast included: 


Hans Maier, Proprietor of Wartzelpraeter Inn ........ Jones Showalter 
PEST ITE CSS eGR eo cS. rood ig atMtatel tate Helen Lineweaver 
mski a ate? Henry Conver 
an te inch obartntul Slueths: . ovate an 1 Ps Aaa ahay a 
Je jenunison jones, an Advertising Expert;:..-..2..... =... Toler McNeill 
PEPER ALIANT GrV PSY oe rd cee east tela eiontinert Jesse McNeill 
(athe ei WER WS il Bg se aa IRIS Sent aay car eh ara ic to a Virginia Reilly 
Arthur Crefont, a Young American Artist.............. P. H. Baugher 
June Pennington, an American Heiress............ Elsie May Sumption 


Jonas P. Pennington, Proprietor of “Peter Piper Pickles”. .Earl Heatwole 
Lady Vivian Delancey, a Charming English Widow ....... Lorraine Ney 
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VIENNESE MAIDENS AND- GYPSY WOMEN 


Parepa Smith, Katherine Bibb, Louise Mason, Sylvia Myers, Charlotte 
Byers, Jacqueline Johnston, Rosalie Ott, Georgie Shank, Charlotte 
Moubray, Annie Grace Dickens, Katherine Lee, Mae Shank 


BURGHERS AND GYPSY MEN 


Irene Garrison, Virginia Bolen, Lola Davis, Elizabeth Davis, Evalene 
Harnsberger, Katherine Wilson, Gladys Lincoln, Anna Lyons 
Sullivan, Ada Davis, Mamie O’Donnell, Catherine 

Loker, Sarah Frances Herring 


TOURISTS 


Ethel Shoemaker, Elizabeth Mason, Mildred Furr, Elizabeth Ott, Mar- 
garet Reilly, Kathryne Firebaugh, Ella Hunt Davis, Ruth Bowman, 
Elizabeth Dull, Miriam Isaacs, Margie Neff, Louise Yancey, 
Howard Armstrong, Harry Manning, Carl Byers, 

John Beard, Nelson Funkhouser, Page Duke, 

Robert Herring, Frank Dovel, James 
Vance, Howard Allen, Joe Ney, 

Lewis Crews 


BelisBoy . Uecsis sia « sje dele cine te soi ae ies card ene Pee Thomas Blatt 
NVAIRET Sitti: . Leung ts feraeee det ys Charles Frazier and Perry Dechert 
OLD} Dancer. ¢ <\std -giidteceezi: de, 2k oi oe es ee eee Katherine Bibb 
GYDSVE.V 1OLINISE. 2 so sie%e Wace rege’ Rie cts emma i 0/9) dee Frances Hughes 
Kusigsot the Carnivals. 2 owisj-tsratsitn eee te cat dcni res ae Billy Wilson 
Quéen of ‘the Carntyality” ire cic ape eee ocr. ap Willette Sprinkle 


To Miss Davis, Mrs. Sprinkle, and the faculty, who all helped to 
make “Pickles” such a success, the High School extends its sincerest 
thanks. We particularly desire to convey our thanks and appreciation to 
Mr. Baugher, Miss Sumption, Virginia Reilly, Jesse McNeill, and Toler 
McNeill. Without them we could not have given “Pickles.” 


MR. WISE 


On Tuesday morning, March the thirteenth, Mr. Wise, who con- 
ducted a series of meetings at the Reformed Church, gave a very interest- 
ing talk in Study Hall. Mr. Wise first conducted a short devotional exer- 
cise and then spoke on the subject of “Looking Forward.” In the course 
of his talk he stressed the importance of youth, saying that the future of 
the world depends on the United States, and the hope of our nation on the 
children in the public schools. 
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THE RUSSIAN SYMPATHY ORCHESTRA 


This unique orchestra, organized by and composed of boys from the 
Eight A grade, gave the High School a very pleasant quarter of an hour 
on April the nineteenth. Cazooks, a violin, and a ukelele were the instru- 
ments, while the members themselves had the regulation Russian beards, 
eye-glasses, etc., along with the good old Russian names, which the humble 
éditor of “School News” is quite unable to spell here. 

The selections included the good old songs every one loves, among 
which were “Robin Dear,” “Yes, Sir, Dot’s My Baby,” the “Song of the 
Vulgar Boatman,” and other favorites. . 


A LESSON IN FORESTRY 


Mr. Marsh, of the National Forestry Service, gave a very interesting 
talk on forests in Study Hall on April the twenty-third. He seemed to 
bring with him almost the very breath of the forest itself, so well does he 
know and tell of it. Some of the most interesting parts of his talk were 
the history of forestry in Europe and America and the description of a 
forest ranger’s life. 


A TOUCH OF OLD IRELAND 


On the last day of April the H. H. S. students were delightfully enter- 
tained by Mr. Yoder of Junietta College, Pennsylvania, who has been 
making a survey of Maryland and Pennsylvania schools. Mr. Yoder, who 
has a splendid baritone voice, brought Ireland right into the Study Hall 
when he sang the sweet old Irish songs, “Roaming in the Gloaming,” 
“The Good Old Fashioned Irish Girl,” and “Irish Lullaby.” 

After the vigorous applause had ended, he gave a very interesting 
talk on “Thoroughbreds,” illustrating it with interesting stories from 
real life. 


MISCELLANEOUS 


Lost—Small ladies’ Conklin fountain pen.— IRENE GARRISON. 

Was it hers? We wonder. 

“Peck” Byers and Louise Mason have recently taken up bicycling at 
the dinner hour as part of their athletic program. 

On Tuesday morning, April the twentieth, Miss Katherine Bibb of 
the H. H. S., was married to Mr. Milton Sencindiver of Washington at 
Frederick, Maryland. 

On Thursday, May 6, Ghay Silber entertained the Senior Class at a 
wienie roast and marshmallow toast at her home on the Rawley Pike. The 
Seniors say that they had a “roasting” good time. 
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SOUTHERN INTERSCHOLASTIC PRESS CONVENTION 


“Tuer Taj won the cup.” These were the words on every student’s 
lips the day that the news arrived. 

The cup was won by Tue Taj for being the best magazine repre- 
sented in Class B at the first annual Southern Interscholastic Press Asso- 
ciation. 

The convention was held at Washington and Lee University, on April 
Sth and 6th, under the auspices of the Lee School of Journalism. This 
school of journalism is the oldest in the United States. It was discontinued 
for many years, but was reorganized last year. 

Schools were divided into two classes. Those with an enrollment of 
over eight hundred students were placed in Class A, those with an enroll- 
ment of eight hundred or less were placed in Class B. The cup awarded 
for the best magazine in Class A was won by the R. J. Reynolds High 
School of Winston-Salem, N. C. 

Sixty-six delegates and a few high school instructors were present. 
_ At the business sessions the topics discussed dealt mainly with advertising, 
business problems of high school publications, etc. All the talks and dis- 
cussions were very interesting and instructive. The only criticism of 
Tue Taj was that we used too cheap a grade of paper. In future, may 
every one boost THE Taj and make the subscription list one hundred per 

cent. Then, it will not have to be printed on cheap paper. 
In closing, I wish to say that I had a wonderful time while at Wash- 
ington and Lee. All delegates were entertained royally. I extend my 
thanks to the Lee School of Journalism for their courtesy and hospitality 
to me and to THE Taj for sending me as their representative. 
—JONES SHOWALTER. 
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GIRL 


Ethel Shoemaker 
Sarah F. Herring 


Ethel Shoemaker 
Sarah F. Herring 


Helen Lineweaver 
Ruth Bowman 


Louise Mason 
“Bee” Davis 


Ruth Hedrick 
Charlotte Byers 


Helen Lineweaver ( ?) 
Elizabeth Dull 


Elizabeth Ott 
Sarah F. Herring 


Katherine Wilson 
Lola Davis 


Louise Yancey 
Helen Lineweaver 
Sylvia Myers 


“Sis” Garrison 
“Bee” Davis 


Elizabeth Ott 
“Bee” Davis 


Elizabeth Mason 
Louise Mason 


THE MIRROR 


Boy 
PRETTIEST 


Best LOOKING 
Harold Shomo . 
Bob Herring 
Best DANCER 
Frank Gould 
Page Duke 
WITTIEST 

Page Duke 
Buddy Yates 

Most PoPpuLAR 
James Nicholas 
Harold Shomo 

BiGGEsST LOAFER 
Page Duke 
James Berry 

Most DIGNIFIED SENIOR 
Francis Wayland 
Jones Showalter 
NEATEST 

Joe Ney 
Frank Gould 


or 


Most STUDIOUS 
Francis Wayland 
Charles Ney 

Most TALKATIVE 
Thomas Blatt 
Page Duke 


Best ALL-ROUND 
James Nicholas 
Harold Shomo 

Most TALENTED 
“Doc” Armstrong 
Perry Dechert 

CUTEST 

“Bill” McCloony 
Charles Ney 
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A. L. Sullivan 
“Sis” Garrison 


Helen Lineweaver 
Sarah F. Herring 


Helen Lineweaver 
Miriam Isaacs 


“Sis” Garrison 
“Bee” Davis 


Parepa Smith 
Elizabeth Mason 


Helen Lineweaver 
Valentine Bolton 


Sylvia Myers 
Louise Yancey 


Madeline Newbill 
Elizabeth Moyers 


Sylvia Myers 
Madeline Newbill 


Elizabeth Lowenback 


Most ATHLETIC 


Biccest S. T. C. PATRON 


Best BLUFFER 


Most ScHOOL SPIRIT 


BEst SPORT 


Most 1n Love 


LEAST IN LOVE 


BIGGEST FLIRT 


MEEKEST FRESHMAN 


Most SENTIMENTAL 


James Nicholas 
Lloyd Blose 


“Bill” Lineweaver 
Harry Beery 


Page Duke 
Harry Beery 


Jones Showalter 
James Nicholas 


James Nicholas 
Bob Herring 


Nelson Funkhouser 
Walton Wine 


Francis Wayland 
Edward Henthorne 


Harold Blosser 
Harold Lee 


Perry Dechert 
T. B. Davis 
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FooTBALL TEAM 


Left to Right: Manager Koontz, Armstrong, H. Hering, Morrison, Ol- 


Top Row 


hausen, Ney, Coach Thompson. 
Bottom Row—Left to Right: Nicholas, Thompson, Blose, Captain R. Hering, Funk- 


houser, Shomo, Wine. 
Last season’s football team was one well worthy of praise. For the 
first time, a team of Harrisonburg High won the District [IV Champion- 


ship. Here they were eliminated by South Norfolk High due to the crip- 


pled condition of the team. 
The High School was indeed fortunate in the securing of Coach 


Thompson, whose capacity for putting out a winning team has been gen- 
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erally assured, and our only hope is that he may be retained as our per- 
manent mentor. d 

The one foremost quality attributed to the team was their concen- 
trated offensevand defense, no om man stepping into the limelight, but 
each man playing his best for the ;'ory of the High School; not personal 
glory. One more noticeable quality. put ferth by the team was their inde- 
fatigable fighting sp-*’ which showed itself greatest in the South Norfolk 
game. Every man ol fighting to the last minute, although the odds 
were against the team. Var 

Following are the games played and their respective scores: 


5 a ee << ape 7-—Lutay High School... 2a 0 


ib dak 
eR, lol Se Ga ee ei A y+. Vga. DI Be. a. a. O 
Pele FT acne tee. ces. See 5—Charlottesville High School ..... 0 
TA, EAS At cetss set sc Sy O—Handley High School .......... 19 
EL: : See: vee hee ee '25—Lexitigton High School ........ 6 
BU C1. es eee eta. es O—Randolph-Macon Academy ..... 0 
LG Suter ic Meee... (ae eee ee 18—Staunton High School” +-saeee 0) 
avy See 2 a 6—Covington High School ........ 6 
Ee Beal hee ey de. ca 6—Clifton Forge High School ..... 0 
ELH Se a Seow ek oe O—South Norfolk High School ..... 30 
Fe 61 


Plenty of material will be left for the next football season, only two 
graduating, Blose and Hering, and the looks are very good for a better 
team than this one. May they go one to the State Championship! 
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BASKETBALL TEAM 


Top Row—Left to Right: Caarlotte Byers, running center; Manager Sylvia Myers, 
guard; Anna Sullivan, forward; Georgia Shank, center. 
Bottom Row—Left to Rigt: Elizabeth Davis, center; Captain Louise Mason, forward; 


Irene Garrison, guard. 


For the H. H. S. Sextette 1925-26 has been a season of real success. 
Successful not only from the standpoint of games won, but successful also 
from the standpoint of that one true spirit of all athletics—the spirit of 
true sportsmanship. Wherever the “Blue and White” Sextette played, 
whether at home or abroad, they were lauded for their sportsmanship and 
high ideals of fair playing. The girls of the 1925-26 varsity may justly 
feel proud of their record. 
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3ASEBALL SQUAD 


Top Row—Left to Right: Assistant Manager Koontz, Karicofe, O’Donnell, Warren, 
Bowman, Homan, Coach Thompson. 

Middle Row—Left to Right: T. Hollar, Sullivan, Newbill, E. Hollar, Phillips, I. Ney, 
Captain Wine. 

Bottom Row—Left to Right: Shomo, Turner, Martz, Pace, Thompson, R. Ney, R. Ney, 
Nicholas. 


Due to the able tutelage of Coach Thompson, a winning team has 
been put upon the field out of a seemingly hopeless aggregation. His 
hardest task was the filling of the battery position which he has done very 
commendably in using Captain Wine, Blose, and Pace in the box, and 
Eaton and Martz behind the bat. The infield is one of the best and fast- 
est in the state, with Sullivan on third, Nicholas in short, Pace and New- 
bill on second, and Shomo on first. The out-garden is perhaps the thorn 
in the side, but this defect is being remedied with Turner, Blose, Thomp- 
son, and Ney doing their best in robbing other teams of hits. The team 
has lost its chance of winning the District Championship by losing games 
to Front Royal and Charlottesville, due to hard luck in the early innings 
of the games. 

Praise is due the team as a whole for the fight and showing put up 
against the V. P. I. Freshmen, the strongest freshman team in the state. 
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However, they appeased their wrath or 4 = |g Covington ar4 
Clifton Forge teams in the Allegheny towns, * | rou. it ‘im: two game. 
to their credit. 

The team has been commended on its + .rd-hi ing and fighting ability 
time and time again, and so far three losses out of twelve games may *° 
termed a very good season. | 

Following are the games played to date, and their respective scores: 


Le ase! LGA aire 20 / L he aae 9—D.-yion High School ........... fi 
Li iS vs a | a le 6—P -oadway High School ........ 7 
is BA whch 2h: < Peg apnea hee 7—\ idgewater High School ...... 6 
Ls CP BR oe ny np 8—Luray High School ............ S 
BEE) Cones ect has yere >>: cig ae 9- -Front Royal High School ...... 14 
(ES oe Ne are RIG 2 9—Staunton High School ......... 0 
PAPA EG MON Maisr ced ct ales « « Games 3—Shenandoah High School ....... Z 
PLATT sais ne es tare «ee a 6—Bridgewater High School ...... 5 
1 AP GOP oA TM. ge (= Vien LMereSnMmen. ccc s,s cae: 9 
ipate ees. ss... aoe 10—Charlottesville High School ..... 11 
sig Mad Rey LB) SRO REN Ia cA 18—Covington High School ........ 5 
BL aba roe ek, OT 15—Clifton Forge High School ..... 8 


The team has about six or seven more games this season, and they 
need the support of the High School. Where’s your loyalty? Support 
the team. They need your cheering. 


Georgia Shank (at ball game): “Come on, Jimmie—make another 
hit!” 

A. L. Sullivan: “He hasn’t made any hits today.” 

Georgia: “Oh, yes. The one he’s made with you.” 


Miss Blackburn: “How much is nine and nine ?” 
R. Ney: “Two nines.” 


John (just back from college) : “Dad, I got four letters this year.” 
Farmer Jones: ““What! Why I wrote you more than that myself.” 


Earl Heatwole: “You kiss ?” 
Gladys Lincoln: “When the opportunity presents itself—” 
Earl: “Opportunity’s knocking at your door.” 


John Beard: “Aren’t women wonderful? Just like flowers!” 
Frank Gould: “Yes, when they fade they dye.” 


Buddie Yates: “I don’t like my caddie; he laughs every time I play 
badly.” 


Ben Morrison: “I noticed he had a perpetual grin.” 


R. Ney: “We're going to hit ‘Eighty’ in a minute! Are you afraid?” 
M. Furr (swallowing much dust) : “No, indeed; I’m full of grit.” 


Mrs. Sullivan: “I smell something burning.” 
Catherine Sullivan: “That’s sister’s date burning.” 


Staunch Captain: “Now then, my hearties, fight like heroes till your 


powder’s gone—then run! On account of this rheumatism in my leg Ill 
have to start now.” 
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Sylvia Myers: “Have you ever met the only man you could be happy 
with ?” 
S. F. Hering: “Oh, lots of them? 


Bee Davis (to girls’ cheering section): “Let’s go, girls! Show ’em 
you’re blue and white supporters.” 


The sweet young thing entered the office of the fashionable dog ken- 
nels and tripped up to the handsome young man at the desk. 

“T want a pet,” she cooed. 

“T’d love to,” he answered sadly, “but the boss is awfully strict.” 


Julia Duke: “Look at Mr. Smith on that ladder ; he’s losing his equi- 
librium.” 

Genie Billhimer : “Oh, if you were a lady you wouldn’t notice such a 
thing.” 


Night Watchman: “Young man, are you going to kiss that girl?” 
Harry Berry (straightening up) : “No, sir.’ 
Night Watchman: “Here, then, hold my lantern.” 


Broadway Lass (at ball game) : “How did you lose your teeth?” 
Leo Dovel: “Shifting gears on a porterhouse steak.” 


Helen Lineweaver: “I’ve always wondered why they put the boys 
next to the windows. Now I know. They want the brightness evenly 
distributed.” 


Jones Showalter: “What do you think of flappers as a rule?” 
Bill Lineweaver: “A very bad one to follow.” 


George Turner: “Do you know how to approach a girl with a past?” 
Tubby Martz: “How?” 
George: ‘With a present.” 


Roanld Ney: “What seats have you left?” 
At Box Office: “Only singles.” 
Ronald: “Well, give me two singles together, please.” 


Mae Shank: “A champion diver sees fell five stories and lived to 
tell the tale.” 
Jimmie Vance: “That makes a total of six stories.” 
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Mr. Sullivan (angrily): “I’ll teach you to make love to my daugh- 
ter, sir.” 

Page Newbill: “I wish you would. I don’t seem to be making much 
progress.” 


Lawrence Pace (speaking of Natural Bridge) : “My cousing designed 
that bridge.” 
John Shaver: “Is that right? Who was he? 


Mr. Wenger “I’m not sure about that; I’ll make a mental note to look 
it up for you—here, let me write it down.” 


A danca, a data, 
Perchanca outa lata, 
A classa, a quizza, 
No passa, gee whizza! 
—Evxchange. 


Kathryn Firebaugh: “Why is cleanliness next to godliness ?” 
Marie Mauck: “I don’t know; why ?” 
Kathryn: “Because Saturday comes before Sunday.” 


Mr. Duke: “Why are you so far behind in your studies ?” 
Page: “So that I may pursue them, Father.” 


Jimmy Nicholas: “See here, old deah, some day I'll give you a piece 
of my mind.” 


Harold Shomo: “You’d be foolish to divide up a little thing like taht.” 


Mr. Wright: “Come now, can you tell me something about the 
joints ?” 


Freshman: “Sorry, sir, but I’m quite a stranger in town.” 


“My girl’s getting awful careless.” 
“Zatso ?” 


“Yeh; had a three days’ growth of eyebrow last night.” 


Eliz. Lowenbach: “Who is that ?” 
Jack Fuller: “That’s our Pole vaulter.” 
Elizabeth : “Oh, does he speak English ?” 


“I see you’re right interested in my library.” 
“Yes, I’ve lost a lotta books lately.” 
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Mr. Wright: “Here’s a snapshot of my girl on the beach.” 
Mr. Wenger: “Snapshot? I’d call that an exposure.” 


Visitor (seeing a three-legged stool in Chemistry room) : “Is this the 
dunce block ?” 
Jones Showalter: “Wellthat’s where Mr. Wright sits.” 


Mr. Stanley: “Yes, Hawthorne was a member of the group who lived 
at Brook Farm. Later he wrote a book about it. Do any of you know 
what it was?” 

Bee Davis: “Sure; Rebecca of Sunny Brook Farm.” 


Goldie (at basketball game) : “What did Robert get put out for?” 
Miriam: “For holding.” 
Goldie : “Now isn’t that just like Robert ?” 


Tommy Blatt: “Mother, may I have a piece of candy ?” 

Mrs. Blatt: “No, but if you wash your face you can have two.” 

Tommy (some time later) : “Mother, I’ve taken a bath; don’t I get 
the whole box ?” 


Walton Wine: “Lois, I’ll give you a pretty pin if you'll leave the room 
and let Lib and me alone.” 

Lois: “I don’t want a pretty pin.” 

Walton: “Well, what do you want?” 

Lois: “I wanta watch.” 


O MLE wat XTC 

I always feel when UIC, 

I used to rave of LN’s eyes, 

4 LCI gave countless sighs, 

4 KT2 and LNR 

I was a keen competitor, 

B Ut each now is a non-NTT 

4 UXL them all UC. 
—Exchange. 


Young Woman: “And whose little boy are you?” 
Sophisticated Willie: “Be yourself! Whose sweet mamma are you?” 


Mr. Stanley: “Why are you late for class, Margie?” 
Margie Neff: “I was taking a speed test and couldn’t stop.” 
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She doesn’t like 

A shady joke, 
She doesn’t hike, 

She doesn’t smoke, 
She doesn’t swear, 

She doesn’t flirt, 
She doesn’t wear 

Those shortened skirts. 
She doesn’t dance, 

She doesn’t sing, 
And goofs in pants 

Don’t mean a thing. 
She doesn’t use 

These beauty salves, 
But won’t refuse 

To show her calves. 
You ask her name? 

Well, that’s a wow— 
She’s not a dame, 

She’s just a cow. 


Harold (over phone) : “What time are you expecting me?” 
Louise: “Why—I’m not expecting you at all.” 


Harold: “Then I’ll surprise you.” 


Mr. Wright: “Now, remember, Walton, this gas is highly poisonous. 


What steps would you take if you found it was escaping ?” 


Walton Wine: “Long ones.” 


Lloyd Blose: “Wanta go swimming ?” 
Mr. Thompson: “TI don’t swim.” 


- Lloyd: Wanta go bathing ?” 


Mr. T.: “I don’t—aw shut up!” 


Charles Ney: “Gee, Miss Reynolds must be old.” 
Elmer Dickenson: ‘Why ?” 
Charles: “Why, she said she’d taught Caesar and Cicero for six 


years.” 


Helen Lineweaver : “Does 00 know Odessa ?” 
Parepa Smith: “Odessa who?” 
Helen: “Odessa itta bit.” 
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Now that the school year has come to a close, we hope that each mag- 
azine and paper on our list has had a successful year. We feel that this 
year has been a worth-while experience for all of us. We have enjoyed 
exchanging with each one of you and have found your periodicals a source 
of information and entertainmetn. 

Please come again next year! 


Our ExcHANcE List 


The Critic—Lynchburg High School, Lynchburg, Va. 

Renocha—Reidsville High School, Reidsville, N. C. 

Bumble-Bee—Charlottesville High School, Charlottesville, Va. 

Mountaineer—Clifton Forge High School, Clifton Forge, Va. 

Beacon—Newport News High School, Newport News, Va. 

The Gleam—Johnson High School, St. Paul, Minn. 

Chit-Chat—C. H. Friend High School, South Boston, Va. 

Nautilus—Greenville High School, Greenville, S. C. 

The Record—John Marshall High School, Richmond, Va. 

The Hillbilly—Asheville High School, Asheville, S. C. 

The Optimist—South Side High School, Newark, N. J. 

The Monthly Chronicle—Episcopal High School, Alexandria, Va. 

Echoes of the Foothills—Campbells High School, Campabells, S. C. 

The Record—R. E. Lee High School, Staunton, Va. 

The Gleaner—Pawtucket High School, Pawtucket, R. I. 

The Outpost—Luray High School, Luray, Va. 

The Pulse—Washington High School, Cedar Rapids, Iowa. 

The Review—Central High School, Washington, D. C. 

Cohisco Outhurst—Covington High School, Covington, Va. 
The Chatter Box—Danville High School, Danville, Va. 

The Forum—Mt. Vernon High School, Mt. Vernon, Ohio. 

The High-Stepper—Buchanan High School, Buchanan, Va. 

Lake Breeze Weekly—Shehoygan, Wisconsin. 

The Breeze—State Teachers College, Harrisonburg, Va. 

Grapurcha—State Teachers College, Radford, Va. 

The Brackety-Ack—Roanoke College, Salem, Va. 

College Topics—University of Virginia, Charlottesville, Va. 

Ring Tum Phi—Washington and Lee, Lexington, Va. 
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The Sun Dial—Randolph-Macon College, Lynchburg, Va. 
We thank the following for this comment: 


Tue Tay—Mid-vear number. This magazine we found to be very 
attractive, with its neat cover page and the many cuts and drawings 
throughout the magazine. The school news is very “spicy.” Your Ath- 
letics Department is interesting, and we congratulate you for having won 
the district championship in football. 

We are especially pleased with your Literary Department. “Another 
Just Like Her’ is a very good story, and “Number Nine Thousand and 
Six” has a plot so well developed that it holds the reader in dread sus- 
pense. The essay, “My Home on the Sea,’ not only tells of the dangers 
the sea embosoms, but it also tells how it is loved and cherished by the 
seamen. 

Themostoutstanding feature of your magazine, however, is the Poets’ 
Corner. In this department are sixteen poems, all of which are very cred- 
itable. 

—Erhoes of the Foothills, Campabelle, S. C. 
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STUDENTS APPAREL 


The expert attention to details which is found in all our garments 
for young men and women wins instant approval from students. 


Peer LOWeERICES AREbASy, [LO PAY, TOO 


—RHarrisonburg’s Busiest Store— 


THE STATE TEACHERS’ COLLEGE 
HARRISONBURG, VIRGINIA 


For The Professional Training of Teachers 
TWO YEAR COURSES 
For Elementary Teachers 
FOUR YEAR COURSES 
For Elementary Teachers, Supervisors, Superintendents 
For High School Teachers and Principais 


For Home Economics Specialists 
Lead to B. S. Degree 


SNepeeiad by both Federal and State Funds. Operates four quarters of equal 
rank each year. Member American Association of Teachers Colleges. 
For further particulars, apply to— SAMUEL P. DUKE, President 


VICTOR RECORDS 


MACHINES -:- RECORDS 


When school has closed and all 
the excitement of examinations, 
grades, commencement exercises, 
and promotions has subsided, get 
out the VICTOR Phonograph. 
Music is the world’s best tonic 
for “nerves.” We have from 
which to select $2,000 worth of 
Victor’s newest creations. 


The NEW ORTHOPHONIC a 
Masterpiece of Beauty, Charm, 
and Reproduction. Ask for a 
Demonstration. 


—Sold on Convenient Terms— 


B. NEY & SONS 


PLEASE PATRONIZE OUR ADVERTISERS 


THe UNIVERSITY or VIRGINIA 
Epwin A. ALDERMAN, President 
The Training Ground of all the People. Tuition in Academic Department 


Free to Virginians. Loan Funds Available for Men and Women. Address 
THE REGISTRAR, University, Va. 


WALTER TROBAUGH’S ELECTRICAL SHOP 
Complete Line of 
HEISEY’S TABLE GLASS WARE 
Open Stock Dinner Patterns 
102 S. Main Street Harrisonburg, Va. 


JOHN W. TALIAFERRO 
JEWELER anp SILVERSMITH 
Established 1879 Harrisonburg, Va. 


VISIT OUR 
WHITE KNIGHT SODA FOUNTAIN 
No Ice—But Chilled by Frigidaire 


FLETCHER’S PHARMACY 
HOT TOASTED SANDWICHES—DELICIOUS! 


If it is Dry Cleaning or Remodeling 
C Alvis 
S. BLATT 
Phone—55 


FORREST E. PETERS 
—JEWELER— 
Harrisonburg - - - Virginia 


Graduate U. S. Goverment School, Washington, D. C. 


SLATER’S 
Men’s CLOTHIERS and FURNISHERS 
Merchant Tailors 


Cleaning and Pressing Done at Reasonable Prices 


DEAN’S STUDIO 


Photographs, Eastman Kodaks and Supplies 
LET US DEVELOPE YOUR FILMS 


PLEASE PATRONIZE OUR ADVERTISERS 


YOU WANT THE BEST IN PLUMBING AND HEATING 


NEW STYLES AND APPLIANCES 
See— 


VALLEY PLUMBING & HEATING CORPORATION 
162 E. Market Street Harrisonburg, Va. 


LYNCHBURG =ENGRWING }COMIANY 


HALF TONES ZINC ETCHINGS 


LYNCHBURG (Hlege Fanuals, Ralogues, ots VIRGINIA 


FOR GRADUATION 
A 15 Jeweled Gruen Rectangular Wrist Watch $35.00 and $40.00 
Elgins 20% Off Factory Price 


D. C. DEVIER & SONS 
D-E-N-T-O-N-S 


Trunks—Bags—Suitcases 
$1.95—FOLDING CARD TABLE—$1.95 
“HARRISONBURG’S LARGEST STORE” 
FOLEY’S SHOE HOSPITAL 


WE DO QUALITY WORK 
Shoes Called for and Delivered 


117 East Market Street Phone 418-W 
p DR. W. T. LINEWEAVER 
ATRONIZE DENTIST 
ADVERTISERS First National Bank 
Harrisonburg - - - Virginia 
JOHN W. MORRISON EDWARD C. MARTZ 
LAWYER ATTORNEY-AT-LAW 


First National Bank Building 


SHEFFEY L. DEVIER 
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW 


First National Bank 
Harrisonburg - - - Virginia 


GEORGE N. CONRAD 
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW 


PLEASE PATRONIZE OUR ADVERTISERS 
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ped book and job print- : 
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of Virginia. Your printing, 
when placed with us, receives 
the care and attention that 
make for artistic results. 


aoe 


19 West Frederick Street 
STAUNTON, VA. 
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ME 


DON’T FORGET—WE MAKE 
OUR OWN CANDIES ann BEST SODAS 
HOT LUNCH SERVED AT ALL HOURS 


The Candyland 


THE STUDENTS CHOICE 


S HO ES—FOR THE SUMMER VACATION—S HOES 


Whether for graduation or for the welcomed Summer $4.95 
vacation, pretty shoes are always in demand. $5.95 
New styles arriving every week, making your choice a $6.95 
matter of but few minutes. 

Pee AG LON SERVICE oi: SEYLE 


B. NEY & SONS 


Opposite Post Office 


Ee Astin 
SALLY ANN BREAD 


made in 
Shenandoah Valley—Nature’s Picture Land—We Feed It 


Beck’s Steam Bakery 


HARRISONBURG—STAUNTON—WINCHESTER 


VICTOR VICTROLAS 
and all of 
NEW anp OLD 
RECORDS 


Let us add joy to your vacation 
with a Victrola and a set of new 
records. 


The Valley Book Shop 


120 South Main Street 


Mention Tue Tay When Patronizing Advertisers 


Reece es er EES Se ee 8): a co re 


In Doing Without Something Now— 


You Won’t Have To Do Without 
Everything Later 


If you want to live and work with ease of mind, and face 
the future with confidence, start a bank account 


and keep adding to it regularly. 


SAFETY FIRST 


Hirat National Bank 3 


Harrisonburg - - - - Virginia 


What is Your Worthr 


BANKS ARE AS DIFFERENT AS PEOPLE 


The character of this bank is reflected in the friendly spirit of 
its officials and employees, who feel a truly personal interest in all 
its depositors. 

& 
The person who opens an account today with a single dollar plus 


determination will succeed. | 


Che pits aaa National Bank 


Harrisonburg - =, 7 - - Virginia 


